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	Faster Than A Kiss

**Faster Than a Kiss**

**[AN: I would just like to announce a few things before you start reading: this is based off the manga "Faster Than a Kiss" which I have turned into Unfortunate Implications™ the Fanfiction, I would like you to know that I don't condone the unhealthy relationship dynamics portrayed. Also the past/present scene transitions are little fuzzy but if the conversation is completely italicised then it's set in the past.]**

'How dare you pick on a girl?' Kazunari growled and he attacked a few ruffian boys from his year. He was attempting to protect the basketball team's manager. She was a beautiful girl of sharp wit but even she wasn't immune to the threat that dumb teenaged boys present.

Kazunari was quick to defend the manager from her thuggish attackers. She squealed as Kazunari punched noses and kicked shins. Kazunari's fists stung but he didn't mind. It was no wonder people called him "violent" and a "delinquent". Soon, Kazunari was pleased with the half brawl he had inflicted on the three or four students who had been harassing the basketball manager. He was relatively unscathed. Not a nary scratch on him.

'Fuck this, it's like he knows where we're comin' from.' complained one thug as he fled the scene. Kazunari chuckled and secretly patted his back. It was quite lucky that his "Hawk Eye" ability was in the hands of someone like him.

Kazunari turned around to the basketball manager who was trying to run. 'I'm sorry I got a little rowdy back there. I hope I didn't startle you... Anzu?' Kazunari said and he watched as Anzu transform from coward to brave. Her eyes widened with awe.

'I think I'm in love with you... Thanks, Kazu-kun.' she said. Kazunari winked at her.

'I'm sorry but I can't return the feelings.' Kazunari said and he strutted off like a cad. Anzu was breathless.

Kazunari managed to walk five paces before being stopped by one of the scariest, and youngest, teachers in the school: chemistry teacher Midorima-sensei. 'If you get hit, it will hurt but nowhere near as much as detention for roughhousing. I will deal with the other students appropriately. I expect better of you Takao-kun.' Midorima sneered and Kazunari crossed his arms; rolled his eyes. Anzu disappeared.

A while later, it was Kazunari in detention with the other delinquent students he had brawled with. He sat at the back of the classroom; by the window. Towards the end of the detention session; and all club meetings he realised something interesting. Something in his periphery caught his attention so he used his strange ability to observe. He saw Anzu approach. Soon, she arrived outside the class and was careful not to get noticed by anyone but Kazunari.

She tapped on the glass. It was lucky they were on the ground floor; although she still had to get on her tiptoes. 'I'll see you tomorrow at practice, right Kazu-kun?' Anzu asked and her voice was dreamy. Maybe she really had fallen in love with him.

'Yeah...' Kazunari murmured. He tried to keep his lips as still as possible as his attention on the teacher. He didn't want to arouse the teacher's suspicions.

'After this... can I walk you home?' Anzu murmured.

She fidgeted and her eyes were so sincere. Kazunari was caught off guard by the question and stood up with half a yelp without any warning. Anzu ducked down and the teacher on detention duty, Sawamura-sensei, strode towards the back of the classroom. 'What's so frightening, Takao-kun?' he asked sternly.

'Nothing.' Kazunari lied as he sat back in his seat.

'I will see you hear again tomorrow then.' Sawamura said and he then let the students off.

Kazunari did his best to evade Anzu after that. He couldn't risk it. He couldn't let anyone know his secret about his current circumstances as they were quite unusual and, undoubtedly, illegal. Unless, if secrets are kept well enough, then it would become legal within the next six months, when Kazunari turns eighteen, but until then there could be no risks.

Ryoko sighed as she opened the door to the flat. The first thing that Kazunari noticed about her was that she was wearing brand new ribbons in her hair and a new, matching apron that already that something splattered across it. 'Please tell me you were at basketball practice and not detention nii-chan.' she begged and Kazunari stayed silent as he took off his shoes. 'You were in detention. I thought so, darn it. Why can't you behave?'

'An-chan was in trouble. I had to do something.' Kazunari defended himself. 'Who told you?'

'Do you even need to guess?' Ryoko asked.

The siblings came into their home. Ryoko attended to pots in the kitchen whilst Kazunari tried to prep himself for study as he could see that Ryoko was on top of it. The flat was small so she did most of her study on the dining room table. The thick smell of aromatic curry was in the air and as much as it made Kazunari smile, it made him sad. His little sister, who was graduating elementary school this year, shouldn't have to cook for him – and the "extra" – just because he was late. Maybe he wasn't such an action hero after all.

Ryoko mussed about and then tapped her head. She seemed to have an epiphany whilst her fingers ran over the silky, crimson ribbon in her hair. 'Kise-nii-chan-sensei came by and, uh, left us something.' Ryoko remembered as she stirred in vegetables to the sauce.

Kazunari groaned. This was his least favourite part of the day. He got up with a slouched step. 'Where's the package?' he asked. Ryoko pointed it out and Kazunari chastised himself for being blind. It was on the table amid Ryoko's books. Kazunari took the package and trudged off. He hesitantly opened the package from Kise. This felt more morally abhorrent than usual but much like the blonde elementary school teacher, he would do anything to rile up the third member of the household. He got changed out of his school uniform anyway.

'I'm home.' a voice called out from the front door. Ryoko keenly answered the door and Kazunari joined her.

'Welcome home!' crooned Ryoko.

'Welcome home, _dear_.' Kazunari said through gritted teeth.

Kise was from a neighbouring apartment building and was an old friend but not to the Takao siblings although, he did teach Ryoko though. Kise liked to drop of gifts to make the life of Kazunari "easier" but in more often than not, they served no such purpose. Today's gift had been one of those traps. Kazunari refused to wear it around his little sister so he had only put on the headgear and other, matching accessories. Kazunari was wearing a long, pale-coloured night shirt and patterned, pastel shorts that could only just reach out from underneath the shirt he was wearing.

Around his neck was a bright red ribbon and atop his head was a headband adorned with scarlet bows. He wore cuffs around his wrists that were just as shiny and vibrant too in a blood-like colour. They clashed garishly with his bedclothes but it was what Kazunari was wearing underneath that matched with. His chest felt restricted as it was festooned with excessive fabric and it was taking a lot of Kazunari's strength of will to not quit smiling and pick out the wedgie that was forming from being unused to such silken underwear.

Yes, Kazunari was wearing lingerie for the sheer sake of pissing a certain someone off. That "certain someone" was here now and even with Kazunari's discerning eyes, he couldn't tell if his attempt at getting him riled up had worked.

'I'm glad you're back in time for dinner, Shin-chan. I worked very hard whilst my good-for-nothing brother goofed off in detention.' Ryoko chastised and he marched towards the kitchen. Kazunari smiled sourly at his husband; his "husband" Midorima Shintaro, his chemistry and homeroom teacher.

Kazunari and Midorima-sensei are married due to unfortunate circumstances.

From an outsider's point of view, it may appear that Kazunari and Midorima-sensei are incompatible but from an astrological standpoint the inverse was extremely true. Scorpio and Cancer are nigh perfect for each other.

The circumstances of the marriage had come about because Kazunari and Ryoko's parents had died suddenly; in a tragic accident. Because of the unexpected accident, there hadn't been much infrastructure in place for the two kids and they were sent to a distance relative but were passed on again and again and again. It didn't take long for Kazunari and Ryoko to get sick of being treated like burdens so they ran away. They took their entire lives with them, a grand total of two suitcases, and walked out on their cold "family". But that was mistake as the worst scenario unfolded: homelessness and broke.

In a bizarre twist, Ryoko and Kazunari were discovered by Kazunari's chemistry teacher before anything gravely serious could unravel from their foolishness. In his pristine suit and "lucky item" under his arm, it had been stuffed doll of a cartoonish frog; he tried to bargain for Kazunari. He offered his hard-to-see kindness that was mistaken for perversity that really bought to the siblings.

'_Let's go back_.' he offered.

'_To where_?' Kazunari asked, two seconds away from kicking his teacher in the groin and taking his sister elsewhere.

'_To my apartment. I can give you a place to stay_.' Midorima-sensei informed upon realising Kazunari's hostility.

'_I don't – we don't – need your sympathy_!' Kazunari shouted as he got to his feet. Ryoko cowered on the park bench.

An argument ensnared the two. Cheeks grew hot and red; Ryoko was on the verge of tears and Kazunari couldn't stand it. The end result had been barked out of Kazunari's lungs without him realising what he said: '_If you really want to take us on – then marry me and then take care of us like a good fucking husband would_!'

'_I will then_!' Midorima-sensei retorted back but not as loudly.

It was not an uncommon occurrence for Kazunari to fall in a daze after saying incredibly dumb, even by his standards. Similarly, it was not uncommon for Midorima to react like that upon carrying on foolishly unthinkingly. The two glared daggers at one another and their heated eyes only cooled upon hearing Ryoko cry. She wailed like a baby.

Kazunari hugged his sister tight and Midorima felt so alien for intruding upon tragedy he did not understand; merely stumbled upon. Ryoko sobbed onto Kazunari's school shirt and he craned his head so he could at least meet Midorima-sensei's bespectacled eyes. 'I'll come with you.' he croaked. His forehead was lined with worry and Midorima-sensei's heart broke for the two Takao siblings.

He approached Kazunari's sister whom he did not know her name. He spoke slowly and evenly. He radiated calmness and both Takao siblings felt it. 'Takao-kun is a good brother. Protecting you like that...' he murmured to her. She looked up from Kazunari. She snorted back dribbles and bubbles. 'Would you like to have dinner with me?'

'Yes...'

And so, Midorima-sensei took both in under his roof. He fed them and let them use his apartment as though it were his own. Kazunari intended a temporary arrangement. He knew what his teacher was like. He would never agree to such scandal. But instead, Midorima-sensei took Kazunari's proposal very seriously and bought rings for them both.

That moment's impulse began the marriage lifestyle of "Midorima" Kazunari and Shintaro. Soon after a mock wedding ceremony which had just been Midorima-sensei handing a ring to Kazunari. The ring was sentenced to exile however because Kazunari was completely uninterested in being married to his scary chemistry teacher. There was so much moral abhorrence about the whole situation that it simultaneously intrigued him and disgusted him. Yet, if his true guardian – the one he and Ryoko had run away from – consented it wouldn't even fall short of legal. With their consent, the only issue was their gender.

Being a neighbour and old friend, Kise Ryouta found out about the marriage because of his nosey ways. He easily wormed the latest gossip out of his good friend Shintaro and the unusual testimony was substantiated by what his pupil Ryoko had to say.

'_Obscenity_,' Ryouta quipped over coffee as Shintaro recalled the story himself. '_A seventeen year old husband... in this country. Absurd._'

'_I am well aware_.' Shintaro admitted.

'_So... have you done it yet? You've been "married" for a week now and it's been the holidays; plenty of time in deed. The honeymoon phase is still blossoming_.'

'_You are obscene_!' Shintaro shouted with murderous intent which left Ryouta chuckling.

Ryoko called the "husbands" to dinner. Midorima-sensei gave her another "reward" for her increasingly growing collection. She had a jar full off lollies that she was planning to eat a later date. It was an old coffee jar that held them all and she had filled a third of it.

Kazunari ate his dinner idly whilst he mused. He observed the brotherly way that his so-called husband tended his sister with. A little bit of jealousy stirred. He wouldn't mind being slathered with that kind of affection; perhaps even more intimate affection. He was of consenting age but he supposed that if his teacher touched him, even with Kazunari's express consent, it would result in statutory rape if anyone found out about it. The gifts from Kise had started because he was worried the "newlyweds" weren't living up to societal expectations about their lust.

Kazunari did his best to hide his thoughts during dinner. He masked it with insincere comments about wanting to repent for his delinquent-like behaviour. Kazunari however suspected that his "husband" already knew his true thoughts. He was an emotive person after all so it was probably written all over his face.

After dinner, whilst Shin-chan was in the shower, Kazunari attempted some study time but it was no use. His brain just wasn't equipped to turn knowledge into muscle memory. He could turn actions into muscle memory but not information presented in boring notes. His eyes wandered to the bedroom that he and Shin-chan shared. Ryoko was already in bed and she was a deep sleeper. This had been the arrangement for two weeks now. Perhaps it was time to take matters into his own hands.

Kazunari prepped the futons and laid them out with overlay. He could hear Shin-chan get out the shower. Kazunari stripped out of his bedclothes and replaced them with the remnants of Kise's gift.

Kazunari looked at his body. He was young and athletic. He was sexy. Who wouldn't want a piece of him, honestly? Although red mightn't be his colour, he was still able to work it. And lingerie, with a bra included, might not be for his body type specifically. The cups sagged because of his non-existent breasts. He was only the bra because he thought it may make him seem more appealing.

'What are you doing?' Shin-chan grumbled and he squinted at Kazunari. Shin-chan couldn't really tell what he was doing but he could tell that he was near naked with the door open and based on how he was twisted around, he may be checking out his ass. Shin-chan stepped forward and closed the door behind him. 'Have you no modesty?'

'Nope...' Kazunari huskily whispered.

He clumsily tried to lie against the wall with his hips jutted forward. Shin-chan stumbled forward towards Kazunari and their foreheads were within millimetres. Kazunari's hopes soared but he didn't really understand why. Shin-chan's eyes were mesmerising. They were a rich emerald and were framed by long eyelashes. They were enchantingly gorgeous. Kazunari held his breath as he watched Shin-chan bite his lips; teased and tempted.

'Drop the seduction technique as it's not going to work. I know we've both been thinking it and you are worried about the physicality of your relationship, as am I.' Shin-chan huffed. That came as unsurprising to Kazunari and he fetched Shin-chan his glasses. He put them on and his eyes immediately fell towards Kazunari's silk bra.

He glared at Kazunari. Shin-chan's hand fumbled atop of Kazunari's bra. 'If you are going to wear one, at least try to fill it out.'

'I don't want to hear that from you. Ki-chan has already told me all about how your preferences do not run with correlation with bra size.' Kazunari spat.

'I am happy with you sleeping there and myself sleeping here. I am not an affectionate person.' Shin-chan said cuttingly.

Kazunari wanted to call him a liar. He had seen how Shin-chan treats Ryoko with such warmth. He wanted more than a respectable distance. He wanted to feel the uncensored thrill of marriage. It was wrong but it was a curious sensation. Kazunari wanted to feel how it would be like for Shin-chan's slender fingers to slip between the frilly, rouge panty and his hips. Kazunari wanted to know how it would feel beyond such foreplay that he hadn't dared to fantasise as of yet.

The following morning, it was the same agreed upon routine was usual. There was much deliberation in planning as the situation was delicate and no one untrusted to the three of them was allowed to know. Midorima-sensei would leave the house first, before anyone else would rise but always in tune with the first run of Oha-Asa. Half an hour before elementary school starts, Kise would take Ryoko to school. Kazunari would then leave at his own meandering pace. The staggered start to the day was crucial as it did lessen the chance of someone realising the closeness between the "newlyweds". It was best if everyone at school believed that they were antagonistic towards each other.

But apparently, only Kazunari felt that way. What was the point of meticulous planning if Shin-chan was going to risk it with love letters?

Midorima-sensei was also Kazunari's homeroom teacher and thus had the opportunity to plant an embarrassing note in his desk. It read: "Today Scorpio is ranked fourth. Lucky colour is white and lucky item is a note from a loved one. Also, tonight we are having meatloaf. Yours from Darling".

The man was ridiculous and irritating. He was so hot and cold. Kazunari found it so frustrating. Last night he was saying he was distant and now he was pulling pranks like this. Kazunari crumpled up the note and he made sure he did it loudly. The classroom was silent so it was easily accomplished. Midorima-sensei glared at him from across the room and watched Kazunari discarded the crumpled note. Kazunari was impressed. He thought for sure that would put his Shin-chan in hysterics but he supposed that his Shin-chan wasn't the school's Midorima-sensei: reliable, scary, and upright.

During lunch, Kazunari disappeared to the rooftop and Midorima-sensei found him there. 'You are very petulant.' Midorima-sensei said.

'That's new. Haven't been called that one before.' Kazunari huffed.

Neither realised how insulted the other was feeling. There was a barrier between them and now was not the time for them to explore it. Kazunari scratched at it nonetheless.

'Aren't you worried that we'll be found out?' Kazunari asked with a scathing tone.

'Y-Yes, obviously.' Midorima-sensei stuttered. 'But that's just how I show my affection. I like looking out for people. You said you wanted to be closer with me and yet you reject it like that.'

Kazunari's hands went to his pockets. He felt up and down the paper he had his pocket. He had collected the note after he had tossed it away. He didn't want anyone reading it. However, now the note seemed more treasured because he realised that was how his Shin-chan wanted to manifest during the hours wherein he had to be Midorima-_sensei_. A small and rebellious smile formed on Kazunari's lips.

Midorima-sensei strutted off after that and left his student behind. They were both smiling and the barrier between them dipped. It turned out that they could both maturely handle each other's feelings and whims – even whilst out school when they had to pretend that they were completely at odds with each other.

To Midorima-sensei's surprise, he wasn't greeted with his "husband" and "sister-in-law" dolled up in ribbons and other gifts from Kise. He was instead greeted with burnt dinner and what may have been a fire. The pans looked incredibly blackened and they had not been like that this morning. The suffocating stench of smoke also clung to the kitchen.

Ryoko scrubbed the pans whilst berating her brother. Shin-chan slipped another lolly into her collection whilst Kazunari hovered sullenly. 'I want to apologise for this morning...' he murmured. 'And I want to apologise for this afternoon. I was in detention again but it's 'cause of something I did yesterday. So it doesn't really count. And yeah, it's my fault that I ruined some of the cooking stuff... Reckon you could teach me to cook? You taught Ryo-chan after all and she's basically a prodigy now.'

'It's because she had the neuroplasticity for it. You are beyond hope.' Shin-chan said as he collected his wallet. 'I'm going to buy us some takeout. Do you have a preference for anything?'

'Kimchi!' Kazunari grinned.

'I'll see what I can do.' Shin-chan replied.

There was a knock of the door and Shin-chan replied by opening the door then promptly slamming it. He startled Ryoko and Kazunari. Eventually the person – Kise – wormed his way inside and Shin-chan left whilst ordering Korean takeout.

'Kise-nii-chan-sensei!' Ryoko cried out and she barrelled towards Kise with a grin. He picked her up and spun her around. He was allowed to be his more openly affectionate and charming self when he was here. 'What is that smell?' Kise asked as he put her down as she giggled. Ryoko frowned.

'Kazu-nii burnt dinner.' she grumbled.

'I was only trying to make meatloaf.' Kazunari whined.

Kazunari greeted Kise more properly. 'So what brings you here tonight? Obviously not dinner.' Kazunari asked, conversationally.

'I found old photos of Midorimacchi that I thought you might appreciate Takaocchi.' Kise said with a wink.

Kise sat on the lounge in between Kazunari and Ryoko who were equally eager in seeing these old photos of Shin-chan. Kise had smuggled them in to the flat by keeping them wrapped up in a plastic, zip-lock bag inside his coat. They were from his and Shin-chan's high school era as well as some photos dating back to when they had gone to middle school. It was hard to believe that these photos were only ten years old. Shin-chan had barely changed. He had only gotten taller and bulkier.

Kise smiled fondly as he shuffled through the photos. 'You like basketball, don't you Takaocchi?'

'He's a basketball idiot.' Ryoko piped up.

'Yeah, I love it.' Takao said.

'So did Midorimacchi and I. We used to be so gifted at it, along with some of our other friends. It's even how I met my boyfriend, Yukio.' Kise's voice was fond and nostalgic. 'Midorimacchi used to have a real selfish streak a mile wide and that used to get him into a lot of trouble. As much as he would always sulk to me whenever he accidentally got into a fistfight because of his troublesome personality. Though I hear that you're a real tough cookie. Midorimacchi couldn't ever throw a punch back because he couldn't risk his hands like that. Have you ever noticed Midorimacchi's hands, Takaocchi?'

There was a deviant glint in Kise's eyes. 'No.' Kazunari lied. Of course he noticed Shin-chan's hands. They were easily the most beautiful thing about him. Not even his eyes could dazzle Kazunari the way his hands could. Kazunari could imagine all sorts of things – kinky and innocent – about Shin-chan's hands but he would rather not let Kise know that.

Kise moved on. The glint faded. Kazunari's innermost secret eroticism felt safe. 'I think that's why Midorimacchi moved on. He wanted to be a doctor; originally, I don't believe he ever wanted to pursue basketball professionally. I think it's because there are some giants you can never overcome... Our lives were tough during high school: conflicting friends, conflicting passions. Midorimacchi never told me why he decided to pursue a degree in education but I'm glad he did. I would hate to think where you and Ryokocchi would be if he had decided to become a doctor. Would he have still been there at the right time?' Kise mused.

The thought of Shin-chan being unable to look after him and Ryoko chilled Kazunari. He didn't want to think about it. He thought Kise was here to give him material to jerk off to or something. That seemed malignant yet playful and in line with the kind of thing that Kise would do.

'I ask him every now and again why he decided to become a teacher. I think it's because he wants to make sure that no teenager is in the same place as he was when he went through high school. I think he wants to ensure that if even one kid doesn't turn out like he did: lonely, bullied, and passions crumbled. If he can stop one kid from turning out like then he could be satisfied. I think that's why he chose teaching.'

Ryoko was enamoured by the story. 'Kise-nii-chan-sensei, why did you become a teacher?' she asked. Kazunari was warmed deeply by the story. He wondered if Kise was right. He felt like he could understand Shin-chan better now if Kise was even close to accurate about his predictions. Kazunari thought about the devotion that Shin-chan puts into teaching. He never goes to bed early and yet he is always impeccable with his timing in the morning.

A strange, placid feeling began to well up inside Kazunari's heart and he smiled. Kise glanced at the clock on the wall. 'Oh dear! Yukio is going to be upset if I'm late for dinner. I told him I would only be a moment. Well, bye. Do you wanna keep anything you liked, Takaocchi?' Kise asked and he made a lewd hand gesture. Ryoko was ignorant to its meaning but she had questions as to why Kise was so bold with it and why Kazunari was so sheepish about it.

Shin-chan returned shortly after Kise crossed the road; Kazunari could see Kise bob through the street from the windowsill. Kazunari didn't end up keeping a photo and he really hoped that Ryoko wouldn't have any questions for Shin-chan about Kise's hand gesture because that would only end up getting everyone in trouble.

When Shin-chan came home, instead Ryoko wanted to show off her collection of lollies. Her coffee jar was really filling up with colourful lollies. 'You can eat them, you know that right?' Shin-chan asked as he laid out takeaway. Kazunari whistled as he dumped as much kimchi as he liked into his bowl.

'I know.' Ryoko chirped and she carried off her jar again. She was still so fickle about things but Kazunari it was better for her to focus on the small things than the large things.

Ever since their parents died, Kazunari's life swiftly came to revolve around Ryoko: even if he didn't always act like it. Kazunari was pretty convinced that he could be the only one able to protect Ryoko especially since their relatives had been so unwelcoming towards them. However it seemed that there was one person that could be trusted with the task of looking after his precious sister. That person was Midorima Shintaro.

Midorima-sensei was surprised, the following day, when he was revising some material for his higher graded classes to overhear his colleagues discussing Kazunari. Kazunari was troublesome but as far as he knew, he had behaved today. He hadn't gotten into any punch-ups or other rebellious quirks of behaviour.

'Takao-kun has been more settled lately. He's been so flighty lately. I wonder if it's because he's finally gotten used to his new guardian. I can't quite recall who his new guardian is.' pondered Fujiwara.

'I'm glad they seem to be treating him well.' Kanzaki agreed.

Midorima-sensei couldn't help but feel smug but he kept his emotions well contained. He couldn't let anyone suspect a thing. 'I am sorry to eavesdrop but I disagree. He is just as disruptive as he has always been in my classes.' Midorima-sensei cut-in. His co-workers laughed.

'Well, it's just a relief to think that's his home life is improving.' Kanzaki said.

'I agree. But I have yet to see it reflect in his schoolwork. I was just grading an assignment of his and there hasn't been an increase in his skills.' Midorima-sensei said.

After school, right before practise started for Kazunari, Anzu cut him off in front of the school gymnasium. 'It feels like it's been a while since we've see each other.' Anzu said. Her face was bright red and she was keeping something behind her back. Her uniform seemed cleaner than usual. Her hair tousled down her shoulders in neat, auburn curls. Her eyes were pleading and laced with mascara. Her lips were an unnatural pink. Kazunari understood immediately where this was going.

Anzu's eyes penetrated him with a loving gaze. 'These are for you. My hobby is making lollies. I hope you enjoy them.' she said and she offered a satiny bag to Kazunari. The lollies inside the opaque bag were perfectly rounded and many colours but they were few in quantity. 'These are the ones I thought were perfect. I made hundreds but these are the ones I thought _my hero_ would deserve.' she explained and Kazunari accepted the bag. 'I really am in love with you, Kazu-kun.'

Kazunari swallowed. 'I can't accept these.'

'I knew you would say that.' Anzu mourned. 'It's a thank you, for last time, but I really hope that they express my love but most of all, they are just a "thank you" – a reward for last time.'

'A reward?' Kazunari echoed. A spritely smile crossed Kazunari's face like a breeze and Anzu felt blessed to have seen it.

'Come on; let's not be late for practice.' Anzu said and she backed off, coaxingly gesturing Kazunari towards the gymnasium.

'Hang on, Takao-kun I need to borrow you for a moment.' Midorima-sensei called out with a stern voice that sent shivers down Anzu's spine.

'I'll go on and tell the coach that a teacher needed you for a moment. I'm sure he won't be mad but that doesn't mean I won't tell him not to give you extra warm-up laps.' Anzu said teasingly as she skipped off.

Kazunari trudged back to Midorima-sensei; overacting perhaps but anything to keep up the facade. 'I saw that.' Midorima-sensei said with a smug smile and he handed a sheet of paper to Kazunari. 'You were late to my class this morning and I handed back the pop quiz from last week naturally because we have so much to cover in the curriculum I couldn't hand it back then and there. It's a little late but I annotated yours – just like I did for the whole class, if you like I can give the lecture to you privately later.'

'Uh thanks but I'm right on the whole lecture thingy.' Kazunari said.

'If you are going to stay in my house,' Midorima-sensei's voice was very hushed and criminally frightening, 'then you are going to become my top student in my subject, understand?'

Kazunari sighed. 'Yeah, yeah, I understand.'

'But that is just the mask for why I really called you over.' Midorima-sensei said and he softened and Kazunari could see him shifting into what he was like at home. 'It's come to my attention that as troublesome as you are, you have been better. I think it's about time that I rewarded you for that.' Kazunari grew mischievous at that comment.

'You're jealous.' he teased. 'I'm more intimate with my friends than I am with my husband.'

'Get a move on.' fumed Midorima-sensei and Kazunari left the conversation chuckling.

Later that night, Shin-chan did have something planned for Kazunari. Ryoko was planned to stay the evening with Kise whilst the "husbands" had a date night. Kazunari's preparation for the date night was slipping into the satin panty from last week and his nicest clothes: skinny jeans and a scoop neck, violet tee.

Shin-chan's preparation had been different to Kazunari's. He hauled out something out of the storage unit beneath the apartment building. He hadn't used it since high school. Shin-chan met Kazunari outside the building. Kazunari started laughing when he arrived and Shin-chan wondered if it was because he looked ridiculous. He had tried to make himself seem younger than twenty-four but he could tell that Kazunari had tried to seem older than seventeen.

'What is that?' Kazunari jeered.

'It's a rickshaw.' Shin-chan replied.

'I thought we were supposed to have a date night.' Kazunari asked.

'We are. You sit back there and I will pull. I hope you don't mind but I have to pick something up on the way, from a friend, and then we shall go to the cinemas. You can choose what we see. Does that sound reasonable?' Shin-chan explained.

'It sounds fine.' Kazunari smiled.

He sat back and watched Shin-chan mount the bicycle attached to the tiny, wooden rickshaw. It was in good condition but it smelt musty. The flimsy roof appeared broken as it flapped as Shin-chan rode. Kazunari sat back and enjoyed how it felt to be treated like this. He had wind in his hair and a very nice view, not only of the city of darkness pinpricked by multi-coloured lights, but of Shin-chan. Even though he hadn't consciously tried to keep fit since high school, or perhaps university, he was still very attractively built.

They stopped by someone's house in a small terraced area. It didn't take long for Shin-chan to pick up what he was after as the person, a very tall man with purple hair, was quick to give Shin-chan the pink parcel. Shin-chan bowed his head then left. He returned and gave the box to Kazunari with an earnest expression.

'My friend,' Shin-chan spoke the word tensely as though implying the opposite, 'is a famous pastry chef. I called in a favour and had this made for you. I'm afraid that this is probably the only dinner we will be having tonight.' Kazunari opened the parcel and inside it were a pair of divider and a mix of sweet and savoury pastries. Kazunari fell in love with how carefully crafted the pastries were. They looked too good to eat. 'Let's find somewhere to sit down and eat them.' Shin-chan suggested.

'You're in charge.' Kazunari replied.

Shin-chan took them to a park that was not unlike the one that Kazunari had "proposed" in. They sat at a park bench with the rickshaw behind them and fed one another the treats. The savoury pastries, such as the miniature quiches and spinach puffs, were light and crispy and enticed gluttony. They disappeared quite quickly in an even share. The sweets on the other hand, such as the profiteroles and éclairs, were thick and luscious. It was hard to eat more than one so they were kept for later.

Inside the cinema, time passed differently as they emerged at midnight. Kazunari had picked an unromantic, action movie. The special effects had been over the top and as gorgeous as they were gory. The bloodthirsty atmosphere of the movie seemed to forbid sappiness, Shin-chan still tried to extend himself from the realm of comfortable norm. He casually ran his arm along the back of Kazunari's shoulders and seat. The touch of Shin-chan's arm warmed Kazunari's heart and even made it skip a beat.

They exited the cinema building and stood close to a metallic street light. Shadows pooled around them. Yet Shin-chan's face was still cast with clarity. His smile, ever so slight, was gentle and soothing. It was completely unlike Kazunari's smile which was bold, brash and big. 'I want Kazunari-kun to keep smiling.' confessed Shin-chan. 'Even in the future. Despite the factors surrounding our "marriage" I do consider it very much legitimate.' Kazunari's heart fluttered. It pounded in his ears. It was all he could hear amid the city's low rumble of traffic and assorted night life. 'Let's go home.' Shin-chan offered and Kazunari agreed.

On the way back, Kazunari idled with thoughts he did consider perverse. The more he saw of his Shin-chan the more he wanted. The more affectionate touches he craved from Shin-chan. He wanted to be closer. He felt disgusting for harbouring thoughts of sexual endeavours. He could feel his panties rub against his ass and crotch; constricting him with an erotic torment and it only made the thoughts worsen. Kazunari was glad that he couldn't see Shin-chan's hands from this angle as that would only fuel his lust.

However the domesticity was not to last as was soon endangered the moment they got home to realise that Ryoko was staying the night with Kise as she was scared of sleeping in the apartment. Her disappearance from her darkened room cause a minor heart attack but it did not compare with the knock on the door. At first, the "husbands" had assumed that Ryoko had changed her mind and Kise had brought her back as they had realised that date night had ended but then a voice followed up on the knock.

Knock, knock. 'Excuse me, Midorima-kun; it's me – Kanzaki Hanako. I know it's a little late but I've heard strange reports that had to be followed up on immediately. There is a rumour that a boy from our high school has been frequenting this particular flat. As you can tell, this is concerning but I'm sure it's a misunderstanding.'

The door opened and Kanzaki wandered into the flat with idle announcement. Shin-chan and Kazunari scattered and scurried into a hiding spot with much chaos. The two of them hid in the closet and squeezed into a compromising position. They were tall and bulky so this was not a good fit. It was dark and awkward within the closet; especially with Shin-chan accidentally pushing him against the wall. Kazunari's thoughts from earlier were resurfacing with ignition.

Kanzaki looked over the flat with indolent interest. 'There is definitely the presence of someone young here but it seems more feminine. Now that I think about it, Midorima-kun told me does have a high school age little sister. I bet that's what's happened. His sister probably visits quite regularly and someone assumed that because they were related they would go to the same high school. But they definitely reported a male student... perhaps Midorima-kun's sister is masculine...'

Kanzaki wandered further into the flat. She called out Shin-chan's name a few times. Danger screamed with every footstep into the flat she made. But all Kazunari could feel was Shin-chan's hot breaths over his face. All he could see was his emerald irises hiding behind plain glasses. It seemed that even Shin-chan felt the heat as his fingers caressed Kazunari's chin. He tilted Kazunari's head upwards ever so slightly and slowly. It felt as though they were going to kiss and Kazunari couldn't think of a more perfect end to the evening; even if Kanzaki was on the verge of discovering the sinful secret.

Light spilled in quickly and they were done for. Kanzaki had definitely found them. 'Found you!' a young, girlish voice screeched. Kazunari yipped and Shin-chan held his chest as though trying to force his heart back into its cavity.

'Interrupting something are we?' Kise asked devilishly. 'Don't worry, Kanzaki has gone home. It's a good thing I kept an eye on her and fed her some lies about what she needed to hear.'

'Thank you, Kise.' Shin-chan said and Kise's eyes widened.

'Say that again. I want that as my new ring tone.' Kise chirped.

'Go die!' Shin-chan barked as he and Kazunari came out of the closet. Kise chuckled and refrained from making light of the situation but he desperately wanted to point out the comical edge of what has happened.

Kise left soon after and Ryoko was put to bed. The futons in the master bedroom that night were placed as far away from each other as the tiny flat would allow. That disappointed Kazunari. He couldn't just get a taste for what would await them beyond the six months and then get rejected.

The next day, even in homeroom class, Kazunari could still feel the sensations of lust and love, their blurred lines, reverberate inside of him. All he wanted was a kiss; honest, anything more was just a bonus he was essentially unworthy of.

In front of Kazunari, a hand rose. 'Yes, Sumita-kun?' Midorima-sensei said.

'Is it true? The rumour about you going out with a high schooler here?' Sumita-kun asked. Kazunari's blood boiled and the hairs on the back of his neck stood up. Midorima-sensei sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose with utmost irritation. Sumita-kun was frightened from the reaction he had received from asking such a bold question.

Midorima-sensei glared at the class. 'That rumour was a misunderstanding on someone's part. The girl in question is my sister. Every now and again she stays at my house so she can focus on studying better. She does not even attend this school. I would appreciate it if people did not spread false information about my private life as such rumours can be career ending. This also applies to other teachers as well.' Midorima-sensei said lawfully.

The murmur that spread through the class, behind books and other misdirection, were of agreement. But the agreement felt like a double edged blade to Kazunari's heart who's growing feelings for his Shin-chan – not the school's Midorima-sensei – seemed to grow each day. If Midorima-sensei felt the same way it did not appear so in the slightest so either he was secretly unaffected or his acting was that perfected. Strangely, Kazunari did not want either conclusion as though both hurt him in equal agony.

"That's what I thought. If you touch a student, you would definitely get fired."

"And isn't it a crime?"

"That's disgusting."

Midorima-sensei cut through the clamour of murmuring by assigning today's clean-up duty and other day-to-day announcements. He truly held more power than anyone else in this classroom; in the relationship. It really was unhealthy.

They met on top of the roof regardless. The wind was strong today and the sky seemed murky. It may rain later on, perhaps. 'Isn't this bad?' Kazunari asked. 'Standing together on the roof; like a fucking shoujo manga. Especially with the rumour fresh in everyone's heads...'

'It's fine. I ended it all.' Midorima-sensei said.

Then there it was: the subtle shift in demeanour that was completely invisible yet Kazunari keenly looked out for it. He saw his Shin-chan from within their Midorima-sensei. Shin-chan took a breath and embarrassment bubbled forward and reddened his cheeks. 'You have already given me a "reward". You probably don't remember but one year ago...'

Midorima-sensei stood outside the gymnasium. The clean smell of it was slick in the air and drifted outwards from within. The scuffle of moving chairs and excited students emerged alongside it also. He was beating himself up about his failures in high school. Then Kazunari came along.

'..._Are you okay_?' Kazunari asked and Midorima-sensei straightened up, became serious.

'_Are you skipping_?' he asked. Kazunari frowned.

'_A new teacher, huh_?' he mused. '_Yeah, I'm going home. A new house has been decided. Argh, here,_' Kazunari took something out of his pocket. His frown became something different. It was a mix of a smile and embarrassment. '_My sister's obsessed with that Oha-Asa show, take it. It's supposed to be a lucky charm._' Kazunari gave Midorima-sensei a small lolly.

The wind bristled and Kazunari frowned. 'Goddamnit, don't tell me. I'm the reason for your freaky Oha-Asa obsession.'

'Oh no, Cancers had been ranked last that day and I already did have my lucky charm, my glasses funnily enough, but I was still uncertain of myself. I was just so touched by your generosity. I wanted to return the favour because I had never seen that kind of expression on you since.'

Shin-chan came closer to Kazunari whose heart was shaking within his chest. However the "respectable" distance still remained. 'You were hard to get close to. You always seemed downcast whenever your address changed. My own sense of justice wanted to correct that. Right now, Takao-kun, the reward for me is your smile.' Shin-chan said.

Kazunari bit his tongue. He couldn't bring himself to say what he wanted so instead he stayed petulantly silent.

"_But Shin-chan, I already know. How every day you have a staring contest with the teaching material until very late. The problem pointed out in class, how you check it within the same day. You love this job, right? Even before you met me, you loved it_.**"**

That evening, Kazunari did his best to get home as early as possible. Ryoko was already home and in the kitchen brewing stew. She ignored him although was secretly pleased he had managed a day without ditching or detention. Kazunari quietly packed his things into one of the suitcases he had brought with him. It really was pathetic that his whole life could fill one suitcase; it wasn't even that big. It was medium sized.

The suitcase trundled towards the front door with Kazunari in tow. He paused at the dining room table and absent-mindedly admired the coffee jar filled with lollies. It was really full now. Shin-chan was such a softie.

Ryoko looked up from her cooking. Concern furrowed across her brows. 'Where are you going, Kazu-nii?' she inquired sharply.

'If I stay here, I'll only cause trouble for Shin-chan. I'm going out... Probably won't be back. But Ryo-chan, you can stay here – you need to stay here.' Kazunari said.

His sister dashed from the kitchen and tackled Kazunari with all her might. She clutched onto his shirt. 'No, don't go, Kazu-nii!' she sobbed. Kazunari pushed her off gently and took her coffee jar. He got down to her eye level. Tears flecked the corners of his eyes but he refused to let them show. He handed Ryoko the coffee jar. 'Continue being good for Shin-chan, okay? Please, for me but I can't be a part of this... this counterfeit family. It's not good for Shin-chan... or me... Please let me go.' Kazunari said soothingly. Ryoko wrapped her arms tightly around the coffee jar. She sniffed back tears but failed.

Kazunari disappeared whilst she wept for her brother.

Kazunari left with a heavy heart that was eating him alive; torturing him with happy memories. He had truly had fun being part of this "counterfeit family". He had genuine feelings for Shin-chan but they would only serve to endanger Shin-chan's happiness. If you love something, let it go – that's what they say, and for good reason too.

Ryoko got up and used the phone. She rang Shin-chan desperately and through her tears, Shin-chan understood what was happening and the gravity of the situation. He left what he was doing immediately. His heart raced and he returned home; to his empty home. He called out for Ryoko but there was no answer.

In his panic, something caught his eyes. It was small and round. He saw a few drops of candy by the door. Now that he thought about it, there had been similar lollies along the way home. There were train stations in both directions but Ryoko had chased after her brother and cleverly left a trail for Shin-chan to follow. He swelled with pride over Ryoko's foresight as he followed the trail. A long, thin line of lollies unfolded towards one of the train stations. Shin-chan followed it urgently with pounding steps.

He couldn't help but be reminded of how Kazunari had called the lollies a lucky charm upon their first meeting. Tears pricked his eyes but Shin-chan ignored them. He had an important duty to fulfil. He had to bring his runaway husband home. He would bring Kazunari to a home that would be forever theirs that would be rife with laughter and love.

Kazunari plonked himself down on a wooden bench. The train station was completely empty. It was mysterious to see it so devoid of people but it was fine. It left him with just his thoughts. There wasn't anyone there to question why a high schooler was alone and with a suitcase.

There's no foster home around here which meant that Kazunari may have to quit school. But the only real way he would land a job, specifically a night job which would save him some problems; he would have to lie about his age. His prospects seemed incredibly grim and yet he was nonchalant about it.

The squeal of train wheels interrupted Kazunari's reverie. He gestured towards Ryoko. 'Come on Ryo-chan, the train's here.' He saw his little sister in the corner of his eye and upon saying that, he grew silent as there was something wrong with this picture. He didn't bring Ryoko along because she had a better chance at a decent future if she stayed with Shin-chan. Why was she here? Panic welled up inside of Kazunari.

Ryoko let go of her coffee jar. It rolled away. She rushed to Kazunari's side and tugged on his bony hands. 'Let's go home, Kazu-nii. You like Shin-chan, right? If you like him, why? Let's go back!' Ryoko squealed. Tears fled from her eyes. But over her head, Kazunari's eyes strayed. The train whistled shrilly.

Shin-chan had arrived. He looked like a mess. He never looked like a mess. His tie was crooked and his slacks were crumpled. He was breathing deeply and he seemed beyond cross. Shin-chan seemed as though as fury incarnate with his demonic scowl and staunch shoulders, he was the most relieving sight for Kazunari. Seeing him was enough to bring Kazunari weak to his knees.

He sat atop the cold tiles of the train station. Shin-chan took Kazunari's hand and helped him up with his usual elegance. The respectable distance between them shattered. Shin-chan pulled Kazunari into his warm embrace.

Shin-chan rested his head next to Kazunari's. He nuzzled into the crook of Kazunari's neck and shoulders. His embrace tightened and Kazunari's senses filled with his Shin-chan. 'Fool, I won't let you go. Nothing has yet to begun yet...' Shin-chan murmured and he titled Kazunari's face upwards. Their noses bumped together. Their breaths messily intermingled in the space between them. 'I'm keeping both the teacher's job and your smile.'

Ryoko hugged Shin-chan and Kazunari's legs. She was utterly dwarfed by their immense heights. 'You two are my most important people. I want to stay together forever.'

At that time, at the beginning of their first meeting, Kazunari was as empty as Ryoko's coffee jar filled with sweets. But now, in his husband's embrace, he couldn't be fuller. The three returned home. To their home which was going to be just Shin-chan imagines: full of laughter and love.

They were not a counterfeit family.

Shin-chan unlocked the flat door. Soft smiles were all around. 'I'll warm-up dinner. You relax, Ryoko-chan.' Shin-chan said to Ryoko.

'Thanks.' she said and her eyes were still red. She sat on the lounge and opened a manga. Kazunari went to the master bedroom and left his suitcase at the door. He went through the closet and found it at the very back.

Kazunari retrieved a small box coated in blue velvet. He opened it up and saw his ring there. He hadn't brought it with him because the opportunity to pawn it was too prevalent and he could never insult Shin-chan like that.

'What are you doing?' Shin-chan asked as he leaned against the door frame.

'I want to start wearing it...' Kazunari admitted. There was a red tinge upon his cheeks. His eyes wandered to Shin-chan's hands. He studied Shin-chan's right hand and noticed that he didn't have a ring on either.

'Would you like to exchange vows, properly this time?' Shin-chan asked.

'In six months' time you mean.' Kazunari joked. Shin-chan gave him half a smile.

'I've never taken my engagement ring off, Kazunari.' Shin-chan said.

Kazunari frowned. 'I've never seen you wear it.' he said. Shin-chan loosened his collar and a silver chain swayed out from underneath. He hoisted back a necklace and it had a silvery ring for a pendant. The rings were plain: mere sterling silver. They were all Shin-chan could afford at the time but they were perfect for an impulse engagement such as theirs.

Shin-chan knelt down by Kazunari who put the ring in his hand. Shin-chan slid the ring onto Kazunari's correct finger. He relished the touch of Shin-chan's affection. Shin-chan leaned in a little closer. His mouth was close to Kazunari's ear. He whispered huskily. 'How about, after dinner, after Ryoko goes to sleep... We enjoy ourselves, just a little. It would be indecent to have sex before marriage but that doesn't mean we can't fool around a little.'

Kazunari's face went crimson. This was exactly what he had been after for so long. It didn't feel any less indecent than what he hoped. He swallowed. 'That sounds fantastic, _husband_.' Kazunari said with a teasing lilt in his seductive voice. Shin-chan tried not to chuckle but it made him happier than he would like to admit to hear Kazunari call him that without any trace of irony or aggression like in previous occasions.

Dinner was a placid event and Ryoko seemed to know that tonight was the night to go to bed early. Kazunari hoped that her seeming knowingness was not because she had eavesdropped on them.

Shin-chan took Kazunari by the hand and led him towards the master bedroom. It felt like they were doing it for the first time: sharing a bedroom, sharing a night together, sharing their virginities. Shin-chan could feel the band on Kazunari's hand and it was comforting. Shin-chan hastily closed the door behind them and kept Kazunari at his front. Kazunari stayed close, very close.

Shin-chan wrapped his arms around Kazunari and rested his head beside Kazunari's. His black hair caressed Shin-chan's cheek. Shin-chan's hands wandered to Kazunari's waist and seemed eager to explore. 'Are you wearing them?' Shin-chan whispered. 'May I...?'

'Yes.' Kazunari whispered back. Why does it matter? I thought you didn't like lingerie... Isn't that why Ki-chan gives it to me because it irritates you.' Shin-chan's hands ran underneath Kazunari's slacks. His fingers slipped over the satin curve over Kazunari's hips. He fluttered at the seductive act.

'It does irritate me... Just not in the way you may have been imagining. The soft touch of silk, satin... it drives me wild...' Shin-chan said.

Kazunari kissed Shin-chan's jaw. 'I'm going to kill Ki-chan later.' he said.

'We can do it together because I hate that you've said his name more than mine.' Shin-chan replied.

'We can kill him together. Hashtag just-married-things.' joked Kazunari.

'Do you want me to make out with you or not? Because it's starting to sound like you don't.' Shin-chan asked hastily.

His husband laughed with an impish smile. Shin-chan let go with warmed hands. Kazunari twirled around so he could face Shin-chan. A special rush that was similar to adrenaline but more romantic in characteristic coursed through him and made his heart beat like a bass drum. 'Trust me; I want to make out with you very badly.' Kazunari said. 'I want to go further than that however.'

'Once I have settled on a decision, I will not compromise it and you will not be tempting me no matter how close we get tonight.' Shin-chan reminded.

'Such a traditionalist.' Kazunari giggled.

Shin-chan roped him in with a gentle, loving embrace and dipped his head down. Their foreheads met and Kazunari tilted his head upwards with a smouldering smile. Their noses bumped against each other and Shin-chan's cumbersome nature emerged but Kazunari didn't mind. It was one of the reasons he was madly in love with his husband. With much foreplay and denial, they finally kissed. Even with the dramatics from earlier that evening, they hadn't kissed but now they finally had: for the first time ever in their marriage.

The kiss was everything that Kazunari had hoped for. Shin-chan's lips were warm and soft. His manner of kissing was awkward but it was earnest. It sent butterflies through Kazunari's skin and he shivered with pleasure. 'I love you.' Kazunari murmured and he broke the kiss. His cheeks seemed to glow with a peachy colour.

'I love you too.' Shin-chan said as he pulled back. Their gaze connected with passionate intensity that dazed them both.

Euphoria blessed the two husbands. They were a little shaky afterwards but it was a good nervousness. It was enthralling and it only begged for another kiss so they tried again and they were able to recapture the ecstasy, perhaps twice-fold as they had more predictions and understanding towards the other's behaviour. Kazunari's hands clamoured across Shin-chan's back and tugged on his shirt and crumpled it through his fingers. Shin-chan's hands went to Kazunari's hips and kept him planted to the ground. He had to lean down a little but it was fine.

A playful twinkle lit up Kazunari's slate blue eyes as he curled away from Shin-chan. 'C'mon Shin-chan, let's move on with the next step... Become even more acquainted with each other's bodies.' he teased. His hands moved from Shin-chan's back to his chest. He grasped onto Shin-chan's dorky tie. Shin-chan frowned.

'I don't appreciate you call me that.' Shin-chan pointed out. Kazunari smirked.

'Fine then, Shintaro.' Kazunari breathed.

'Much better...' Shin-chan murmured.

They kissed a third time, perhaps for good luck, or perhaps to affirm the seriousness of their relationship and their mutual ardency for one another. With each kiss, they were getting better at their technique and amending it for better reaction. Shintaro cherished each, small noise that Kazunari let slip from the back of his mouth and Kazunari enjoyed the tenderness that followed each; a small movement not unlike a nip or suck but gentler and smoother flowing even though it did come from an awkward start.

Kazunari's hands fumbled around Shintaro's neck and unravelled his tie. He pulled it off with something akin to carnal action and discarded it then began working on unbuttoning Shintaro's dress shirt. Multi-tasking like that was portrayed so easily in the sappy movies but Kazunari managed and Shintaro obliged with Kazunari's fast moving actions even though they had surprised despite him knowing that this was exactly how an intimate moment with Kazunari would play out.

Kazunari pulled back and already his and Shintaro's lips were swollen and ruddy from kissing. His grinned and took his own shirt off and immediately dumped it in the same corner of the room that Shintaro's tie had landed at. 'Here, allow me...' Shintaro whispered and Kazunari allowed him to coax his belt out from around his waist and unzip his fly. He figured that to Shintaro who had managed to coyly play of his lingerie kink for months now, it was like unwrapping a highly expected present. The ensuing moment was not as smoothly transitioned as either of them had hoped but they would know better for next time.

The lustful yet slight smile that crossed Shintaro's reddened lips when he finally caught sight of his husband in dainty lingerie made Kazunari beam in return. He had to admit that he was over his initial discomfort regarding wearing the fancy underwear and perhaps he was starting to feel the effects of the kink within himself.

Shintaro's eyes went straight to Kazunari's crotch. The contrast of orange against his not quite tan upper thighs was subtle but enticing. Delicate, spiralling patterns were sewn on in lace shimmered and flexed atop of the silk which was barely containing Kazunari's genitals. The panties were lopsided and clearly not meant for the use of a male. There were subtle hints at that in their design that Shintaro easily recognised. It was a very voyeuristic and enticing sight.

Shintaro rested on the futon and Kazunari straddled himself over Shintaro's hips. 'What would you like, dear?' Kazunari whispered in Shintaro's ear. Shintaro enjoyed the brush of Kazunari's panties along his upper thigh. He enjoyed the way Kazunari laced his fingers over Shintaro's shoulders. 'What would you like?' Shintaro asked breathily.

Kazunari paused. This what married life was like, wasn't it? Less than sexy fumbles and roundabout conversations in the almost nude. It was time to come forward. 'I know...' Kazunari drawled and Shintaro's breath hitched in his throat. 'I want you to work me open through my panties.' Kazunari purred. 'I have a lot of fantasies about those hands of yours.'

Shintaro's expression changed. It wasn't quite a glare. 'That sounds highly unsanitary.' he said.

'Alright, blow me then.' Kazunari asked; not quite begging, not yet anyway.

'That also sounds highly unsanitary.' Shintaro replied. Kazunari's patience for Shintaro's quirks was probably going to wear very thin in a very short amount of time.

'What did you have envisioned for this evening that meets your sanitary standards then?' Kazunari asked.

'I didn't envision anything more than making out.' Shintaro admitted.

The smirk that crossed Kazunari's face was either that of a vixen or of a wolf. Shintaro couldn't tell because all he could focus on what Kazunari's starving eyes. He swallowed. 'Then allow me to do with you as I please.' Kazunari asked.

'I supposed that's acceptable.' Shintaro said. He licked his lips and Kazunari smiled.

Kazunari whispered softly: 'Just follow my lead then.'

Shintaro's agreement came through as a grunt more so than an actual yes because Kazunari impatience reared. He clasped tightly onto Shintaro's shoulders and slowly hefted himself downwards in a tantalising grind. Excitement was hardening him and Shintaro. 'Let me help you get ready.' Kazunari continued. He brought himself up against Shintaro a second time and grinded on him.

Kazunari continued the process a few times until Shintaro was fully against the ground and pinned underneath him. Shintaro's inner thigh was being caressed by the soft fabric and his loins were being stirred by Kazunari's own. Kazunari rested atop of Shintaro and briefly pecked his lips once more. 'I love you, so much, I really do... I'm sorry for everything. I'm glad you're my husband.' Kazunari said and Shintaro's ears reddened.

Kazunari reared upwards and took Shintaro's right hand. Shintaro got up slowly and felt Kazunari shift over his hips again because of it. 'Your hands are gorgeous, honestly, honey.' Kazunari said and he put Shintaro's index finger to his lips and gently kissed it. He suckled it lewdly and embarrassment, or perhaps excitement, riddled Shintaro's face with crimson blush. He didn't realise that his lover had such a fetish but it felt strangely good, erotic, to be treated with such worship.

Kazunari carefully kissed over Shintaro's hands and the inner of his wrist. He left a meandering trail of drool. 'And now, I want you to do whatever you find comfortable...' Kazunari said and he took Shintaro's hand and showed him where his backbone was. 'Massage here, or go downwards. It's up to you...'

Shintaro leaned in and pecked Kazunari's lips again. 'Okay.' Shintaro murmured. He knew his technique was going to be poor so he kept Kazunari's focus on his lips. Their kisses were growing deeper and longer whilst Shintaro slowly built the confidence to slide his fingers in deeper than the panty's hemline.

His whole body was fluttering. He had everything he needed with this: his lover's attention and the feel of his lover's lingerie. He used to fingers to slide between Kazunari's tailbone and panty. He played with them, teasingly, and he kissed Kazunari. He couldn't bring himself to probe Kazunari's ass but he could bring himself to deepen the kiss. Kazunari opened his mouth and their teeth clipped together by accident. Shintaro's tongue came closer inside and felt Kazunari's.

Wanton moans were elicited from the back of Kazunari's throat. They were beauteous melody for Shintaro's ears but magic for his erection. Kazunari could already feel himself leaking with pre-cum because of his inexperience with sexual activity. He didn't want to ruin his panties but it seemed that they may be thoroughly stained by tomorrow morning; and they had promised each other that they wouldn't even engage in sex.

The softness of Shintaro's slender fingers was all Kazunari could focus on even though Shintaro's gorgeous eyes were right in front of him. All he could feel was the strange massage his lower back was receiving. He knew Shintaro wasn't ready to go further but somehow the innocence of that small fact was driving him wild. Each caress was planned yet fumbled. He loved it.

'That's... perfect...' Kazunari moaned in between breaths and kisses. He could feel Shintaro's cock try to curl upwards through his pants and towards him. 'But... any...thing more and... and I won't be able... to... resist... I'll want to feel... feel you inside of... me.' Kazunari continued and Shintaro ceased his kissing.

'Then let's just do one last thing before either of us does something we may regret.' Shintaro said.

'It wouldn't be a regret for me.' Kazunari purred.

Shintaro had to agree but he didn't voice it. He was, despite all appearances, a fundamentalist. He didn't believe in sex before marriage despite feeling utterly committed to Kazunari whom he did consider wholeheartedly his husband.

Kazunari smiled gently. 'So, what's this last thing you want to do before we go to bed?' he asked.

'...Oral.' Shintaro replied, a husky murmur.

Kazunari laughed. 'Alright. Who's getting blown?' he asked. His eyes glanced downwards. He was curious to find out how endowed his husband was. There was, according to myth, a correlation between hand size and cock length, and Kazunari was very well aware that Shintaro's hands were rather elongated like magician hands.

'I would like to be.' Shintaro said, perhaps more prudishly than he intended.

'Of course. It'll be my pleasure.' Kazunari said. Shintaro allowed for Kazunari ease him out of his slacks. Soon, they were a crumpled mess with the rest of their clothes and Kazunari was very happily kneeling between Shintaro's legs. Shintaro's knees were at Kazunari's head but he didn't mind. Kazunari was eagerly assessing the best way to blow Shintaro.

Kazunari peeled back Shintaro's underwear and then tentatively kissed Shintaro's cock. It was clear that he hadn't been expecting to engage in sexual activity as his hair was in need of a trim but Kazunari didn't mind. He figured that it was no different to kissing the side of Shintaro's head; just with a different feel.

He ran his tongue along Shintaro's shaft. Shintaro groaned lewdly and loudly. 'Shush, we're married... We wouldn't want to the wake – or scar – the little one.' Kazunari reprimanded.

'I know.' Shintaro replied huffily.

Kazunari ran his tongue against Shintaro's cock for a second time. It was a grotesque taste and heavy smell but Kazunari endured it because the reaction rising out of Shintaro's throat was majestic. With each moment, Shintaro groaned again and it was pure delight upon Kazunari's ears. He relished each drawn out noise.

He rose and wiped his mouth against his forearm. His vixen smirk returned. 'Satisfied, dear?' he asked. 'I am. You're better in life than in my head.'

'I'm glad I exceeded your expectations.' Shintaro replied. His eyes fell against Kazunari's thighs. A mixture of pre-cum and semen dribbled downwards. His orange panties had turned a soggy vermillion. 'You really should get out of those. If we clean them now, you may be able to wear them again.'

'Alright.' Kazunari sighed.

He got up and his legs felt like jelly. He let Shintaro watch as he got out of his panties and into boxers. The voyeurism of it kept their cocks from becoming flaccid even though it had been settled that the blowjob would be the last of that night's intimacy.

Kazunari dumped the orange panties in the washing machine. He also took the time to clean up. Shintaro, meanwhile, changed their futons and added the ones they had experimented on to the late night laundry load. Tonight they would sleep together. They got changed into their pyjamas and settled against one another as closely and tightly as they could on their futon. Kazunari was the little spoon with Shintaro's arm locking him in. Shintaro's head rested against Kazunari's shoulders. Whether or not they would stay that cutely positioned throughout the night was going to be a mystery.

The following morning, Kazunari woke when Shin-chan had already left. Kazunari's back ached but it was good ache that left him satisfied. That was the first night they had ever spent together wherein they shared a futon. The sharing of a futon to slumber was more pleasuring that the actual sexual indulgent from last night or perhaps a few hours ago. Kazunari felt like he had little to no sleep because of his and Shin-chan's promiscuity.

Today was going to be the first day of many perfect days of domesticity between the impulse marriage husbands. He couldn't wait for what the future entails: all its dangers and secrets, joys and woes for it would all be fine by him.


End file.
